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He was still hung up on Greg telling him how well he did onstage that night, more notably the fleeting hand on 


his lower back as the other man passed him backstage. It left him worked up ever since, waiting anxiously to 


have the man to himself for the night. 


Inevitably, Ken's wish was granted, wrapped in the other's arms in his hotel suite. Ken moaned against his lips, 
his blood flowing with arousal, more so as he rolled his hips forward for much needed friction. He took the 
hand on his backside as a signal to do it again, so he did. After the third time, he pulled away from the kiss 
with a needy groan. Greg's gentle hand rose to cradle his face, to which he leaned into the embrace, his eyes 
meeting the calm blue irises of his roommate. Technically speaking, and to mutual friends, they 


were roommates. But when the two were alone, they may as well have been a couple. 
"What?" Greg asked softly. 

"Hm?" He blinked. "Oh, n-nothing. | was thinking." 

"About what?" 


"Earlier. After the show." 


Greg's fingers ran through his hair tenderly. "I meant what | said, you know. | know you were nervous, but you 


were amazing out there." 


"Thank you, Greg." Ken felt himself blush when the other's hand rose to play with the fake cat ears on his 
head. "But.. what really.. when you touched me, l-l liked it" 


"Yeah?" 

"a little too much, maybe," he mumbled. 

Oh," the other man nodded, then his eyebrows rose. "Oh That." 

"Y-yeah," he bit his lip, his gaze resting somewhere on the floor, avoiding Greg's eyes. 

"So what you're saying is.. it turned you on?" 

Ken swallowed, and his erection throbbed. 

"Well?" Greg toyed with the button on Ken's white shirt, fingers dangerously close to his neck 

Ken didn't answer, instead watching his roommate undo the buttons one by one, slowly exposing his upper body. 
He cursed under his breath when Greg kissed his neck, desire stirring inside him at a heightened level with the 
other's mouth on him. 


"What, are you too aroused to answer me?" the bassist muttered into his ear. 


Ken caught his own self off guard with the quivering moan he let out, biting his lip and relishing the sound and 


sensation from Greg's soft, sultry voice. 
"you! ily pleased if i 2" 
„you're very easily pleased, aren't you, princess: 


He gasped, a direct reaction to both Greg's continued teasing and the term of endearment. So that was how his 
roommate decided to do things tonight, he realized. Get him totally worked up as soon as possible, as much as 
possible, tease him to the edge of insanity.. and finally, granting him the privilege of release. It played out that 
way enough times for Ken to fully wrap his head around his roommate's strategy. But to say he didn't derive 
any pleasure from the other man calling him every pet name under the sun--among other things--would have 


been a lie. 


When Greg pulled away, Ken made quick work of undoing the front of his own black dress pants. Greg kneeled 
beside him at the foot of the bed, assisting him by pulling them off his legs, then abandoned them somewhere 
on the floor. The younger man hovered over him, going for his underwear until realizing he wasn't wearing any. 
They exchanged short glances as Greg sat beside him. Ken's hands found the knot tied around Greg's white 
robe, drinking in the sight of his bare body as he pulled it loose. 


He caressed the younger man's slim hips before one hand swiftly came down to grip the other's length, feeling 
it grow more erect as he stroked and tugged on it gently. Greg let out a heavy sigh, spreading his legs and 
nudging his hips forward into the contact. It was beyond obvious to him that his roommate wanted much more 


than that, and so did he. He needed it. 


Ken hesitantly withdrew his hand and climbed off the foot of their bed, sitting on his knees in front of Greg, 
who slid closer to him. He gazed up at the bassist's blue eyes before licking his lips at the sight of his arousal 
directly in front of him. He heard Greg exhale above him when he put his mouth on it, kissing his way up the 
underside of the length a few times, then licking a slow, wet stripe up to the head. 


Then he went for it, puckered lips descending around the girth. Ken hummed and closed his eyes, working the 
shaft with his mouth. Greg's head fell back, and he uttered a quiet groan, clearly satisfied And so was Ken, 
relishing the taste and heat in his mouth, filling him but not choking him. 

He looked up when a gentle hand ran through the long, straight tendrils of his hair. 

"Think you can take more, sweetheart?" 

He answered with a muffled whine, his manhood throbbing in reaction to the term of endearment. He slackened 
his jaw and took more of the other man into his mouth with glee, having almost every inch past his lips as 
they sank lower around the girth. 

"Good boy," Greg exhaled. "So good." 

He wouldn't show it, but the nicknames were already turning him on something fierce. One hand held Greg's 
thigh for stability, while the other remained between his own legs, fingers closed around the base of his 
length. 

It was a good thing that Ken reminded himself to focus on breathing through his nose. Because without 
warning, he felt a firm grip in his hair and his head pushed lower around Greg's member, closer within the 
latter's crotch. Ken gladly allowed the other man to control him, a stifled sound emanated from his throat 


while Greg slowly thrust into it. 


He whined and shut his eyes tight as the fist in his hair tightened, stroking himself while being guided along the 
length faster. 


"Mm, you liked that?" Greg teased. "Pretty little slut." 


He uttered a deep sound, peering up at the man above him moving his shoulder-length hair away from his 


face, pale eyes flitting up to meet his. 


Ken gasped for air when Greg suddenly pulled him away, saliva dripping down his chin 


"You okay, baby?" Greg asked. 

Ken nodded, wiping the back of his hand across his chin while catching his breath. 

"Do you need a moment?" 

He inhaled deeply, chest swelling as the air filled his lungs, and exhaled. Then he swallowed. 
"Im okay. l'm ready." 

"Ready for what?" the younger man asked, one corner of his lips curling into a smirk. 


Ken climbed forward onto the bed with his knees, reaching behind himself to find Greg's length after straddling 
the latter's hips. 


‘Oh, my God," Ken breathed, doing his best to relax as he eased it inside. His mouth hung open silently as he 
sat flush against his lap. Greg lied on his back, gentle hands briefly running along his thighs, sliding up to his 
hips and around his lower back. 


"You like when | touch you there?" the other man whispered, drawing out a gratified hum when his fingers 
kneaded his waist. 


"Y-yes," he swallowed while lifting himself up. 


He groaned while sinking back down carefully, both arms raised above head, clutching handfuls of his own hair 
to distract himself from the initial pain. Thankfully, it was always temporary, always worth getting what and, 
most of all, who he wanted. His breaths deepened while he fucked himself on Greg's cock at a measured pace. 
Eventually, he was bouncing up and down on his roommate's lap, with the sound of their panting, moaning, and 


bodies meeting half way filling the bedroom. 


As wonderful as it felt, Ken practiced verbal self restraint, partly thanks to the fact that both men lived in an 
apartment building with thin walls, floors, and ceilings, and a neighbor on the other side of each one. They 
couldn't care less about people knowing that they, as two men, were together to an extent that surpassed 
friendship. Their main concern was being interrupted. Having a room to themselves meant they could be as 


noisy as they pleased. 

His pace slowed down, as did his breaths. He leaned forward, keeping himself steady with his hands flat on the 
bed. In that position, he pushed his hips back against the other man, the latter's length entering him to the hilt 
at almost the right angle. 


"Greg." he bit his lip while moaning. ".come hold me." 


The younger man pursed his lips. "I dunno... | like watching you like this.” 

"Please, daddy?" he pouted, 

"Fine," Greg huffed, rising until they both sat upright. He wrapped one arm around Ken's waist, leaning forward 
to kiss his lips, the older man returning the favor eagerly. After exchanging a few kisses, Greg's fingers tucked 
the front of the other's hair behind his ear. "I can't bring myself to say no to you when you're wearing this." 
Ken giggled quietly when Greg lifted his hand to briefly stroke the cat-eared headband he wore. When he 
continued, he buried his face into the crook of Greg's neck, sighing and mewling as he threw himself down into 
the other man's lap, penetrating himself at an angle where it hit him right where he needed it, waves of 
pleasure thrumming through him with each thrust. 

"| should just let you do this every time," his roommate purred into his ear softly. 

His voice quivered as his body did, too aroused to respond with words. 


"You'd like that, wouldn't you, baby?" 


Ken swallowed thickly as his erection throbbed, trying to ignore the growing urge to touch himself. He uttered 


a startled noise when Greg's hand closed around the base of it. 

"Wouldn't you?" he repeated. 

"0-oh, yes." 

His arms tightened around the other man as he came down harder, the waves of pleasure coursing through 
him in faster, more intense intervals. He thought Greg was teasing him with an unmoving hand until it traveled 
up to the end, and came back down. 


"Is this what you want, sweetheart?" Greg asked him. 


Ken's hips stuttered while the pattern repeated, overwhelmed with carnal pleasure as he approached the brink 


of climax. 
"Fuck. yes, daddy," he sighed, moving his own hand and placing it on top of the other man's. "I'm... oh... fuck." 
"Close?" 


He nodded his head. "Very." 


He whined when Greg's hand left, leaning back slightly to shoot a look his way. 


"Get on your back," his roommate ordered. 

‘Mmm... okay," Ken rose from his lap, letting himself fall flat with his back against the mattress. "Now what?" 
The other man said nothing as he came closer, lifting Ken's parted legs and finding the entrance again. Ken's 
hand trailed down his own navel before closing loosely around his own length, letting out a huff of breath and 
stroking it slowly. 

"Don't touch it" 

Ken pouted. "Why not?" 

"Because that won't be necessary," he said, pushing forward until he entered Ken completely. 

Ken shut his eyes, thorough thrusts inward drawing deep breaths and faint noises out of him. His hands were 
above his head, clenched into tight fists as his arousal ached for any form of physical attention Despite the 
agonizing urge to rush to his impending climax, he wanted Greg to ease him into it. To take control of him. 


"Does that feel good, darling?" 


His breath caught in his throat right as one thrust met him at a particular spot that made his body shudder 


and his toes curl. 


"Ahh... yes, daddy." he moaned, bringing one hand down to touch himself where Greg refused, until the latter 
stopped him in his tracks. 


"Ken," the bassist chided him. "You're doing very good. Don't be a bad kitty.’ 

He put his hand back above his head, whimpering as Greg suddenly proceeded to pound him, the bed rocking 
ever so slightly underneath them. Ken swallowed thickly, feeling so good that it almost hurt. He contemplated 
asking, begging for Greg to touch him, or allow him to touch himself. The need to release became too much to 


neglect, only made worse by the constant stimulation of the bundle of nerves deep inside him. 


"Sweetheart" the other man purred, his hips slowing down a bit. "I can't tell if you're in pain or.. pleasure right 


now. Talk to me." 
"Oh, don't slow down," Ken whispered harshly. ".feels so good” 
‘Im sorry, but | can't hear you," he smiled. 


Ken rose his voice. "You feel so fucking good, daddy!" 


Greg's hands braced the wooden headboard, causing Ken's voice to shake as his hips slammed forward into him. 
His quickened breaths and deep groans were faint compared to Ken's loud, high-pitched cries. An established 


sign that the singer couldn't restrain himself for much longer. 


As soon as Greg granted him permission, he gave in to it, hardly able to shout any words much less his 
roommate's name as he climaxed. He writhed and trembled underneath him, his orgasm coursing through him 
in heavy waves as he came. Greg did the same, still rolling his hips with sharp force despite the broken 


rhythm. He panted, moaning and whispering Ken's name repeatedly while he released himself into the older man, 


Ken's heart pounded inside his chest, relieved after releasing the pent up pressure in his core. As much as he 
wanted to lay still and bask in the afterglow, he crawled out of bed to clean himself up in the bathroom, 
wincing from the familiar soreness that he had yet to admit finding some pleasure in. It was a reminder of 


who he belonged to, who made him feel emotions and pleasures no one else could, who made him feel alive. 


He returned to the hotel bedroom to Greg combing a hand through his hair in front of the vanity mirror, stil 
undressed, with a lit cigarette in the other hand. Ken slowly approached him from behind, wrapping an arm 
around his waist and kissing his cheek 


"So beautiful," he hummed, plucking the cigarette out of Greg's hand and taking a drag. He tilted his head up 
blew the smoke out past his lips. "Come to bed." 


He passed the smoke back to Greg, who took one more drag before stubbing it out in the ashtray next to him. 
When he joined Ken in bed and turned off the bedside lamp, he was met with a sudden kiss on his lips. 


Ken bit his own lip, wanting to tell Greg something. But he decided he didn't need to, opting instead to press his 
lips against the other man's again, harder and longer than before. Ken's hands cupped his face until he pulled 
back, lying down beside him with his head against his roommate's chest. Sighing, he closed his eyes, melting into 


the comfort of the warm bed and Greg's warmer embrace. 


He really didn't need to say it, he told himself. Their bond was strong enough that he didn't have to, as it was 
an unspoken but mutual understanding they had from the start. 


